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TheTragedie, 

Day, A boone (nay foueraigne) for my fcrufce done, 
Km, I pray thee peace,my loule is (all of forow. 

Dar, I will not rife vnleMcyour highneflfc graunt, 

ICin. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaitndeftj 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life, 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Km, Haue 1 a tongue to doorne my brothers death. 
And fliall the fame giue pardon to a flaue; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, v 
^nd yet hispunifhmen was cruel! death. 

Whofuedto me for him i who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feeteand bad me be aduifdesf 
Who fpake of brother-hood J who of loue 1 
Who told me how thepoorefoule didforlake 
The mightie warwicke, and did fight for me * 

Who told mein the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downe,herefcued me, 

^ndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when we both lay in thefield, 

Frozen almoft to dcath,how he did lappeme, 

Euen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluakt,and not a man of you 
Had fo niuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waytingvaflfailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pard(7li ; 

And I vniuflly too,muft graunt ir you. 

But for my brother,not a roan would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto myfelfe. 

For him, peore foule .-The proudeft of you all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once pleade for his life : 

Oh God, I fearc thy iuftice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and your for this. (Exit' 

Come H«ftings,helpe me to my dofet, oh poore Clare«c fl 
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of Richard the Third. 
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<J/fl,Thi$ isthe fruit of rawndfe .• markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred ot|he Qaeenc, 

Looks pale when they did hearcof Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edwardwith our company. Exeunt* 
Enter Dutches of Y trkc with (flarence Children* 
if^-.Tell megood Granam, is our father dead ? 

D#r.No boy. •' (breaft ? 

'Boj.Why doyen* wring your hands and beateyour 
And crie. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne f 
Gtrle, Why do you lookeon m and fliake your head ? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caffawaics, 

If that our noble father be aliue? <e 

Dut. My .prittjc Cofens, you miftake me much, 

Ida lament the flcknclfe of the King : M ». 

tAs loth to loofehim,now your fathers dead; 

It were lolllabour to weepe for one that s loftv 

^•Then Granam y ou conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncleis too blamefor this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With day ly prayers all to that effedh 
Dut, Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
incapable and fliallsw innocents, 

You cannot geflfe whocaufde your fathers death. 

JBoj, Granam, we can ; for my good Vncle Glocefter 
l old me, the King prouoked by theQueene, 

Deuis d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And r b ‘‘ kindlytirt my checkc, 

And bad me rclie on him as on my father, 

iid he would loue me dearely as hischildc. 

D f-Oh that deceit fhould flealefuch gentle flumes 

H«is myfonnt.ycand therein my |ia t , . 

Y« from my dug! he drew no[ 
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